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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

From whence though wilHngly I came to DetimarkSi 
To fhew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Y er now I muft confefle, that d uty done, 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward Trance^ 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

KwgMivt you your fathers leave ? what layes T^oloniut r 
^olo. He hath, my Lord, wrung from me my flow leave, 

By iabourlbme petition ; and at lafl. 

Upon his will I feard my hard confenc. 

I doe befeech you give him leave to goe. 

King, Take thy faire houre Laertes yiimtht thine. 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy will. 

But now my coufin Hamlet^ and my fonne. 

Ham. A little more than kin, and leffe than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ^ 

Ham, Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the Ibnne# 
Queen^ Good Hamlet caft thy nighted colour ofl. 

Anklet thine eye looke like a friend on Z) enmarks. 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Sceke for thy noble father in the duft : 

Thou know*fl ’tis common all that lives muft dye, 

Pafling through nature to eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be. 

Why feemes it fo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not feems, 

*Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary fiites offolemneblacke. 

Nor windie fulpiration of fbrc*t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye, 

Northedejeded haviour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes , moods, fhapes of griefe. 

That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed feemc. 

For they are aftions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which pafles flicw, 

Thefe but the trappings and tnefuits of woe. 

King, Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlety 
To give thefe mourning duties to your Father. 

But 


|pr/«c? o/Dcnmarkc^ 

In obftinatc condolement, is a courfe 
Ofimpiousftubbornneae, tis unmanly gricfci 
It Ihcwcs a will moft incorre6l to Heavent 
A heart unfortified, or mindc impatient. 

An underftanding fimplc and unfehool d : 

For what we know muft be,andis as common 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why ftiould we in our peevilh oppohtion 
Take it to heart ? fie, 'tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault asainft the dead , a fault to nature. 

To rcafon moft abfiird, whofe common theama 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinkeof us 

As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares ms tonM 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg ; 

It is moft retri^rade to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remains 

Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonnC. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet t 
l^iy thee ftay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I (ball in all my beft obey you Madame, 
King. Why *tis a lovingand a taire reply. 

Be as ourfelfeiin Denmarke. Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’ d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof 
Nojocond ncalth that D«»»w 4 ri^drinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds (ball tell. 
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